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LIFE
What are you searching for
in the ruins of life?
Happy dreams
distorted and scattered around?
Broken pieces of colourful glasses?
Weeds removed from paddy fields?
Unearthed lies of secret love-affairs?
Torn up cigarette boxes?
Extinguished cigarette-pieces?
The slowly sliding feathers of birds
gliding on the waves of wind?
Discarded tinsel and glittering tin?
Rust-eaten sheets of iron?
Worn-out and torn up love-letters
used for packing medicines?
Black and red rags?
Distortions of former beauties?
A fistful of dust and a handful of ashes?
The lasting wealth of your life?
In these ashes are lost
hopes and despairs,
smiles and cries,
drops of blood, tearful eyes,
a bit of life, a bit of death! -
What are you searching for?
What am I searching for
in the ash-heap of life?
For the extinguished sparks of faiths?
For the faded flowers of ideals?
For the traces of dried-up tears?
For the stains of blood in ashes
in the twilight of death and life,